REGILDING THE CRESCENT
of Chatalja were training their guns on the
palace windows did Abd-ul-Hamid give way*
He seemed to have no inkling of deposition.
True, his nephew, Sabaheddin, had made no
secret of his own wish to see another on the
throne, but Abd-ul-Hamid thought that he knew
his subjects better, and he felt that the throne
was his until he drew his last breath. So,
perhaps, it might have been but for the counter-
revolution of the following spring, in which, if
not he himself, at any rate, his favourite son,
Prince Burhaneddin, was deeply implicated. He
was too shrewd to attempt any repetition of his
fraud of thirty years earlier, for not only had his
spies and eunuchs kept him well informed of the
unanimity of feeling in the capital, but he had
the woeful plight of a neighbouring Mohammedan
ruler to warn him of the folly of such a breach
of faith.
Thus the Constitution was proclaimed amid
frantic rejoicings throughout the empire from
Bagdad unto Barbary, from the sands of the
Sahara to the foothills of the Carpathians. Mufti
and Metropolitan, missionary and Ulema, em-
braced in the streets, and everywhere the jubilant
mob maintained the same law and order. Pris-
oners poured forth from the gaols, including,
unfortunately, thousands who should have been
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